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eaped with a trifling flesh wound. He
did not get another chance; for I drop-
ped the point of my blade and ran him
through the body. I was well out of
that scrimmage, but my unlucky horse
was quite disabled; so I had to dismount
and entrust him to the care of one of my
men, whose animal I borrowed for the
rest of the day; and a very poor exchange
I found it, both as regards charger and
saddle.
I feel I must interrupt my narrative to
beg the reader's indulgence for the in-
troduction of descriptions of some of the
adventures which happened to me per-
sonally. I trust he may believe that it
is not due to any foolish desire to pose
before him ; nor to a wish, in the words
of Mr. Wardle's fat boy, " to make his
flesh creep;" but simply because I want
to make these sketches as graphic as I
can; and it seems to me that the effect
would be to wash the colour out of them
if I were to divest them of every touch of
personal interest In campaigns like
those of the Mutiny in which our irregular